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A 0 ny that's s curious of Courtſhip, give at- 
tention to this hiſtory of Mary and her ſon 


try a few miles from Edinburgh. 8 
Mary, his mither, was a gay hearty 3 bad 
mair Wantonneſs nor wealth; was twelve years a- 
_married wife, nine years a widow, and was very 
- Chaſte in her behaviour, wi' her ain tale (for want 
of charging): for a' this time of her widawhood, 
there was never a man got a kiſs o' her lips, or 
laid a foul hand on her hind quarters. 

Sawny her ſon was a ſtout young raw lown, full 
faced,” wi flabby cheeks, duddy breeks, and a rag- 

_ get doub!et, gade always wi' his boſom bare, ſome- 
times had ae gartan, a lingle or raſh rape was good 
enough for Sawny : his very belly was a' ſun burnt, 
and brown like a piper's bag, or the head of an 

- auld drum; and yet he was a ruddy lown in the 
face, and his beard began to ſprout out like herrin 
banes: he took thick broſe to his breakfaft, and 
baps and ale through the day, and when the "coals 
ſell d dear, when the wind was cauld, bought an 
oven farl and twa Dunbar weathers, or a Glaſgow 
- magiſtrate, which fiſh-wive's ca's a waflen berrin. 
His mither, auld Mary, plagued him ay in the 
morning, got up when the hens keckled, reinged 
-the ribs, blew her ſnotter-box, primed her noſe, 
kindled her tobacco-pipe, and at every puff breath- 
Ao out i trotting againſt her bed fortune, and lane- 


ly 


Sawny, a young Coalman, who lived in the coun- 
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fo. angle life, 0 but a widow be a vob name, but 


= fort. 


I hive in a wilderneſs in this lang- Ionen; mony a 
man gaes by my door, but few looks in to poor 
auld Mary: Hoch hey, will I never. win out o' this 
weery'd life. — Wa Sawny man, wa” Sawny man; 


wilt thou na riſe the day; the ſun's up, af a' the i JY 
nibours round about; Willie and Charlie is to the 


hill an hour ſyne, an' haf-gate hame again. Wilt 
chou riſe an' gi” the beaſts a bite; thou minds na 


| them? I wat man. 


 Grump, grump, quo Sawny, they wot? their fue 


per an hour after I got mine. Shute to dead come 


on them, an' they get a bit frae me till they work 


Sawny. But O mither, I been Aen. that T 


- was married, an' i' the bed aboon the bride, I won- 


der * it be true: Od! I never got fic fun; What 
wilt | 


think I could Le a hiſſey yet? Fegs am a mind to 


think ye? How auld am 1, mither; do you 


try, but the ſour ſaucy hilbes ill no hae me, I ken 
well enough. 
 Mither. Hae you lad, ay mony a bungry beat 
wad be blyth o“ you; but there was never a ſea'd 
Jocky but there was a ſcabbit Jenny till him Jet; ; 
dinna be fear'd lad. 


Sawny. A hech, mither, I'fe no be lordiy, an 1 


Cod tak a beggar wife aff the bY gate: but PN tell 


you ſomething it'm ay thinking on, bat ye manna. 
tell the nibours, for the chiels wad ay jamf me wi't. 
Mither. Wad I tell of thee, I wad tell o myſel | 
as ſoon. 
Sawny. Do ye mind, mither, that day I gaed 
to the Pans, I came in' by old Mattie's, your coun» 


try man's, the Fife wife, it came dut o' the town 


ye came frae, the wife it ſays, Be- go laddie, I gade 


there, and ſhe wiſna in, and her daughter kene 


me z ſhe was unco kind, and made me fat, fat 
| . . ww a 


4 | The Young Coalman's Courtſhip © 
bdroſe out o' the lee fide o' her kail pot, there was 
baith beef and paunches in't; od they ſmell'd like 
ony haggies, an' ſhin'd a like a gou'd lac'd waiſt- 
coat, fegs I ſuppit till I was like to rive o' them, and 
bad a rift o' them the morn a' day; when I came 
out, I had a kite like a cow wi” ca'f. She ſpier'd 
for you, mither, and I f4id ye was gaily : and ſhe 
looked to me, and leugh ay, and grippet my ſha. 
kle bane, and ſaid I wad be a ſturdy fallow yet. 
1 looked ay to her, and thought I liked her, and 
thinks on't ay ſin-ſyne, ſhe leugh, and bade me ſeek 
out a coal-driver for her, for ſhe did na' like to car- 
ry a fiſh-creel. ö 75 
. Mither. Forſooth, Sawny, I'll gie my twa lugs 
for a lav'rocks egg if ſhe beena in love wi' thee, and 
that will be a bargain. FE | 
Sewny. An' upon my word mither ſhe's a ſturdy 


_ - gimmer, well worth the ſnoaking after; ſhe has a 


dimple on every cheek, and ane on her chin, twa 
legs like twa poſts, and haunches like a ſodger's la- 
_ dy's hoop, they hobble when ſhe ſhakes, and her 
ber plays nidity nod when ſhe gangs, I ken by 


er keeking ſhe has a conceit o' me. 


* 


_ 


- Mither. But Sawny man, an tou ſee her mither 
Matty in the town, auld Be-go-laddie, as ye ca' her, 
gi? her a dram, ſhe lik'ſt well; ſpout ye a mutch- 
ken o molaſh in her cheek, ye'll get her mind an' 
- ſpeed the better. „ 8 

Sauny. But mither how ſud I do when I gang 
to court her; will [ kiſs her and tan kittle her, an' 
fling her o'er as the chiels does the hiſſies amang 
the hay. I ſeen them gang ofer ither, and o'er i- 
ther; and when they grip them by the wame, they'd 


cry like a maukin when the dogs is worrying them. 


- Mither. Hut awa', daft dog it thou is, that's no 
the gate, thou maun gang in wi' bra' good man- 
ners an' ſomething manfu'; put on a Sunday's face 

15 and 


W AM. 


to a Creel-Wife's Danghtes, „„ 
and ſigh as ye were a ſaint; fit down beſide h 


as ye were a Meſs John; keek ay till her now. and 


then wi” a ſto'en look, and had your mouth as 


mim, and grave as a May- paddock, or a whore at 
a chriſtening crack well o“ our wealth, and hide 
our poverty. = 

— Sawny, Ay but mither, there's ſome other way 
in courting nor that, or the laſſes would never cou- 
ple ſo cloſe to them. 

Mither. Ay but Sawny man, there is a time hs 
every thing and that too; when ye fit where nae bo- 
dy ſees you, you may tak her head in your oxter, 
like a creeſh pig, dab nebs wi' her. now an' than, 
but be ſure ye keep a cloſs mouth when ye kiſs her; 
elap her cheeks and ſtraik her paps, but for your 
drowning gang nae farther down; but fouk's that's 


married can put their hand to ony part they like. 


Sawny. Aha, but mither, I dinna ken the firſt 
word o' courting, the laſhe ill no ken what am 


com'd about. 


Mit her. Ay will ſhe lad, ola and keek well to 
her, ſhe'll hae a gueſs; ſeek a. quiet word o' her at 


».- 4 


the door; an' gin it be dark, gre her a wee bit kiſs . 


When ye've tell'd her your errand; an' gin they gie 


you cheeſe and bread, or ony meat, ca't good, whe» 


ther it be ſae or no; and for my bleſſing, be mens» 

fu' wi? your mouth, and dinna eat o'er muckle, for 
I ſeen you fip as mony milk broſe as wad a fart twa 
men to carry on a barrow. 
Sawny. A' but mither, ye're lying now, or it 


was na' a' at ance than, but an they ſet meat before 


me, ind I be bungry, a de' il claw the clungeſt an' 
I be nae upſides wi't, for that ſame. A faith mi- 


ther, fouks maun hae meat, an' they ſud ne'er get 
wives, there's ſome o' them no worth the curſing, _ 


an a body were na letting an oath whether or no; 
| a hearye. chat! now, when ye pit me till't, and gar 


ä me 
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LESS The Yeung Coalnan's bust | 
1 freak ay by my ſooth, L wad rather bae a bit 
__  g6od-powny an' a pound o' cheeſe, or 1 were bound 

to bab after ony hiſſies buttocks I ſee yet. | 
Mitber. Wa Sawny man thou's a fool an' that's 
a fau't: gin evety ane were as eaſy about women as 
thou tis, the warld wad be a wilderneſs in a wee 
time; there wad be nae body to inhabit the earth | 
but brute beaſts, cats and dogs wad be worrying | 
ither, and every thing gae to confuſion. Gae to the 

courting ye dog it ye are, and eithey do h c 

* eins at. a“. 
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5 8 5 End of the F1RST er 


The ther two Parts give i an account of his: bebha- 
vlour when in courtſhip with the bride, the wed- 
Ang, Jpewing of ou blankets, e 


. s eeοα⏑A . 
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P got Sawny in the. morning, and ſwallowed 
: * ober his fodden meat, flag by ſlag; and aff he 
oes to the coals and the courting, lilting and fing- 
ing like a lav'rock in a May morning, O 10 be mar- 
ryd if this be the way. The colliers wonder'd a' 
to ſee bim ſae well buſket, Wi“ a pair of wally fide. 
auld faſhioned breeks o' his father's, and a lang gra- 
vat like a miniſter. or Baillie Duff at a burial, a 
clean face and hands and no leſs than a gun fleev'd 
linen ſark on him, which made his cheeks to ſhine _| \ 
ke a ſherney weight, and the colliers ſwore he was 
28 braw as a horſe gawn to a cow's dredg. 
But Sawny came -aff wi” his coals, whiſtling, and | 
Re Whip - 


— 
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10 4 Creel WW fs Dauber. 2 or 
- whipping up the poor beaſt een as 8 as ony 


ram at riding time; well might ony body ſee there 


was a ſtorm in Sawny's noſe, light where it likes 


for no ſooner had he fell d his coals than he left bis 


horſe to come hame -wi a nibour callen, and gade 


\ kecking upthe Cow-gate, and thro” the cloſſes, leek= _ 
ing auld Be-go his good-mither to be, then in thro! 


the ſiſi- market where be bought a lang herrin, an 
twa baps, a pair of ſuter's auld ſhoon greaſed black 
and made new, to make his feet feaſible like, as he 
kend the laſs would look at them, (for his mither 
tell'd him the women look'd ay to the men's legs or 
they marry'd them, and the well legged lowns ede 


beſt aff.) 


. 90 Sawny came ſwaggering through * the ſhells 


wives, but ſhe was nae there, but coming downthe 


town beneath the guard, meets auld Be-go-juſt in 
the teeth, and cries, hey laddie my dow, how's your 
mither honeſt Mary? I thank you co Sawny, the's 
meat-heal, and ay working ſome, how is a' at bame 


3s Kate and the laddie well ? 


Mat. Fu' well my dow, you're a bra ſoncy dog 
grown, a wally fa“ me gin I kend ye. 

Come, come, co' Sawny, and I'll gie you a nos 
ſock to heat your wame, it's a cauld Gays an' ere 


my mither's countryman. a 


Na? fair fa” you Sawny, Pll no rebingt t, a ions. 


better the day nor a clap on the arſe wi” a cn. 
ſhale, ſae fallow me my dow. | 


90 away ſhe took me, co? Sawny, down a dark 
ſtair to ane o' the how houſes, beneath the yird, 
where it was as mirk as in a coat-heugh, and — 
had a great ire, Sweet be wr me, co Sawny, or 


it minds me o the ill part, an a muckle pot like a 
little caldron, ſeething kail and roaſting fleſh, the 
wife forket them out as faſt as ſhe cou'd into cops 

and caps, for there came in a whin ſutor- like fallows 


*Y 
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ER. 20 black-thumbs and creaſhy aprons, that cuttied 
ttzhem a up in a wee time, but they ne'er faſh'd wi! 


us nor we wi' them; we got firſt a gill and then a 


het pint; a vow, ſaid I, Matty is nae Kate * 


to get a man yet? 


| A man laddie, a wha won'd hae ber? a muckle 
= Jazy uſeleſs jade, the can do naething but work at 


huſband wark ; card and ſpin, - waſh ladies rooms, 


and ſcour gentlemen s bonny things, ſhe canna tak 


. acreel on her back, and apply to merchandizing as 


1 do- to win a man's bread. 


Sauny. I think ſome o' the fiſhers and her may 


mak it up. 
Mat. A fiſher laddie, hech the 6 mers has a bet- 
ter look out wi' them, the fiſhers wad rather hae a 


Pickle good baits to their hooks, and twa three 


bladders to their lines, then put up wi? the like 0? 
Her, a ſtinking — jade, although I bore her, 
2 ſcraping and waſhing at herſel, pricking and 

- Prining, keeps her face ay like a Flanders baby, and 
no leſs nor ribbons and rings, and her ſhune made 


o red clouts; an? deil ftick pride, when our auld 
goodman ran barefoot, and our gutchers gade wi! , 
bare hips. Gie her a man, ill thief ſtap a gowk' in 


her arſe firſt, that it may cry cuckow whenever ſhe 
ſpeaks o't ; ſhe can do naething but ſcour ladies piſs 
Pots, and keep clean the tirlie whirlies that hangs 
about the re, heth ſhe's oer gently brought up to 
be a poor man's penny-worth. - 

Heigh bow co Sawny, an' it's e'en a great pity, 


IR for ſhe's a weel far'd lulty Rü, I had a great kind- 


neſs for her. 


Mat. A-well- a- wat ſhe's no lingle-tail'd, ſhe may 


be a caff-bed to a good fallow; but an thou had 


Teen me at her age, I was a ſturdy gimmer: there 
Was na ane about a' the Hyne. or Dubby-ſide. cou'd 


2. ae creel wi' me the fient a fallow in 
| a Fife, 
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a' Fife, but T wad a laid him on the braid o his 


back, and a. his gear uppermoſt, Iwas a chicken to 
chatter wi indeed laddie, I had a pair o' cheeks 
like a chapmands arſe, and a flank like an ox, ſae 


had I een. 


_  Sawny. Nae doubt co? Sawny, but ye had a * 
o' beefy buttocks, for your very cheeks hings like 


leather bags to this very day: but IN! tell you what 


am gaun to tell yuu, do you think that your Kate 


wad tak me, an I wad ceme to court her. 
Mat. Tak you laddie, tak you, a faith ſhe'f tak 
| you for ſhe wou'd a tane a poor button thing of a 
half blind taylor, wartna me, a poor bleir'd ſcab- 
bit like creature it was, I ſeen the day I wou'd a 
carried it in my pouch wode Vſe warrant ber jump 


at you like a fiſh at a flee, wode I ſay tak you, an! 


ſhe winna tak you I'ſe tak you myſel; but the and 
I cuſt out the day, about her cockups and black-_ 
caps, gar'd me lay ſae meikle o' her, but the's 'my_ 


ſonſy dawty for a* that, well a wat ſhe's a well na- 


tured laſſie, an' ſhe turn an ill natured wife I canna 
tell. 


Sau ny. A weel then I'il venture on her as me! is, 


for my mither's pleas'd, an' ye're pleas'd, an” am 


pleas'd, an' gin the be pleas'd, wode I'm ſure tb get 
her, an the taylor has nae bridled her, or tane a 


_ trying trotty o* her. 


Mat. But & Sawny man, I'll tell you what well do, 


I'll hame an' broach her the night on't, an“ come 


ye the morn, we'll make it fude faſt i in a wee time, | 
ſo thou's get more tocher than a cramon, gamon to 
gamon, ſhe has baith blankets and ſheets, a covering 


and twa cods, a caff-bed and bowiter, and hear'tt 
thou me laddie, I have a bit auld bogger an' ſome 


thing in't, thou's get it when I die; but by my ſuth 2 
it will be the laſt thing I will part w i, I kenna what- 


I _—_ need han its an auld wife kens ber wierd. 
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On this. they paid their ſpout and parted; but 


” when: Sawny came out he ſtoited and flagger'd 

like a ſturdy ſtot, molaſh was chief commander, for 
he thought every body had two beads and four een, 
and more noſes than they needed; being ſometime 


im the dark houſe, thought it was the morning of a 
new day, a hech ſaid he, when was I a night frae my 
mither before, ſhe' il think I am put in the guard, 
© tane wr the deel, or the dockors, or elſe married, 
and wirking at che wanton wark o' weans making. 


Mat. Hute daft laddie, the ſoup drink's in your 
| bead; this day and yeſterday is a' ae day, ye u be 


hame in bra' time yet. 
Sawny. A well a well then og day to you goods 


mitder, ye maun gar Kate tak me, or thief tak you 
a' the gither, I'll hame and tell the length 1 its come, 


an' it come nae farther, it maun e*en- lick there. 


Off he goes tacking about Ike a ſhip againſt the 


wind, as if he would knock holes in the wa's and 
= windows wi' his elbow, he looked as fierce as a li- 


on; wr a red red face like a trumpeter, and his 


noſe was like a bublie-cock's neb, as blue as a bla» * 
wirt; but or he wan half way bis head turned hea» 


vier nor his heels, and many a filthy fa' he got, 


through thick-and thin he plaſh'd till hame he gets 
- at laſt, grunting and graping by the wa's, that auld 
Marcy his mither thought it as their neighbour's 
ſow, he was ſo bedaubed wi' dirt, gets him to bed, 
be WAS in a boiling barrel fever, and 5 Mary 
"eat: el.. 
Sawny. Hech hey co? Sawny, but coufting be a 
. curſt wark, and coltly, an' marriage be as morti- 
fing and murdering, the devil may be married for 


4550 
Mither. Wa, en man what's « come o'er thee 


now, thou's gotten {kaith, ſome auld wife has witcht 
| her, or rhe bas dung thee o er in ſome dirty 


midden, 


2 


— 


X 16.6 Cruel Wa 1 


midden, 1 my baira's elf- not; whar has thou been, 
or what has thou ſeen, thy een reels like a wild cat, 


and the ſweat is hailing o'er thy noſe, thou wiuln = 


thou 8 witcht, O man what will 1 dot. 
- © Sawny, Bock, bock co? Sawny, but i it cola vin 
up wi' bubbles and herrin banes, o co Sawuy, put 
me in my bed, for my days will ſoon be done, a: 
curſe on your courting wark, for its kill'd me, and 
wives is but wicked things I ken by the ſame. f 
Mlitber. V dole! dole my bain has gotten poi- 
ſon, for the ſmell o' t is like to poiſon me. | 


 Sawny. Gin herrin and het ale be poiſon, there'll 5 


no be mony left alive. Bock co enz the bed's 
W 


Mit her. My deim thou was ay a cleanly. bairn till _ 


now, thou's ſurely loſt thy ſenſes, when thou files 

_ -where thou lies as the brute beaſts does, thou never 
did the like o' this before ſince thou left ne 0 

the cradls, - | I EN . 

N. B. The third Part * a mb account. of 
the Courtſhip and Marriage, &ce. 
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. N 7 


OOR Sawny had a terrible night ot, wi® a 

ſair head, and a ſick heart, his een ſtood in his 

head, bis wame caddled like ony mill-trows, and ; 
a bis puddings crocket like a wheen paddocks in a 
| pool: : his mither rocket and wrang her hands, cry- 

ing a wae be to the wife that brew'd it | for I hae 


| Toft a well foſter'd bairn, wi' their ſtinking Ruff, a 


meikle deel ding the doup out o the: ca'dron, my 

curſe come on them and their whiſky pats, its burnt 

him, its burnt him alive, ay, ay, my bairn he's gone. 
| I 


— 


* 


1 The Young: — Couriſbip 
But about the break of day, his wind brake like 
- the burſting of a bladder; O happy deliverance | 
cried Mary bis mither, tho? dirt bodes luck, and foul 
farts files the blankets, I wiſh-ne'er war be amang 
us. The next thing that did Sawny good, was three 
mutchkins o' milk made in thin broſe, and a fine 
| pickle pepper in-them, yet he had a ſoughing in his 
lags like A ſzw- mill, and every thing ran round a- 
bout wi? him a' that day. Vet his mither got him 
out o' the bed, on o' the meikle chair, a pair oꝰ blan- 
kets about his ſhoulders, a cod at his back, and-a 
het brick to his ſoles, to gar him true he was nae 
well; and there he ſat like a lying-in wife, crack - 
ing. like a Hollander, and ate twa dead hefrin and 

a cufe, telling a? the outs and ins about bis bridal, 

and whan it was to be; for he had gotten every 

body's conſent but the bride's about it. 
Nlitber. But Sawny man that's the main thing, 
> ye maun hae that too. * 
3 Sawny. Na, fla, mither am the only thing myſel, 
mne s but a member, the men maun ay be foremoſt, 
gang what way it will, I'ſe ay be the uppermoſt, 

. Mither. But Sawny man, what way is thou gaun 

to do? will ye mak a pay penny wedding ! or twa 
three gude neighbours, a p=ck o' meal baken, wi' a 
Cheeſe, and a barrel o' ale, will that do? 
„ Sauny. Na, na, mither, Vl tak a cheaper gate 
3 nor ony o' them; Ill gar haf-a- crown and haf- a- 
mutchkin or a rake o/ coals do it a“, then a bo- 
dy has nae mair ado. but piſs and then go to bed 
Mae. 

Mit ber. Na, na, my man 8 I bave mony 
mony a time, heard thy honeſt father ſay, that ne- 
| ver 2 ane wad do well that W the kirk, or 
cuckol'd the A iniſter. 6 

| - Sawny. A tell na me mither, o the na. 
. they e for their ain n as well as other fouks, 
| an 


| to a Cree-Wift's Daughter. iz 


an? if a poor beggar bady had a bit wean to.chriſen ; 
a deil a doit they ſeike him d't. A 
Mither. Hute awa man, there's. nae body has 


weans, but what has filler to pay the chriſſening o 
them: or if they be that poor they ſude na get nae 


| weans, and they wad na be faſh'd ſyne. 
Sauny. Ha, ha, mither the poor foukes like the 
lice ; ay when they meet they marry and maks mae 


o them: And I think the miniſters might chriſen -. 


their bits a weans for naething, the water is no ſag 
ſcant; the're weel paid for their preaching, they 


may very well baith marry and chriſen a“ the poor 


foukes to the bargain, by the way of a maggs. 
 Mither. Ay, ay, my man Sawny, marriage is a 
ſweet thing for young fouke an' the bed undefil'd. 


Sauny. What the vengeance mither, do ye think 


that a body is to file the bed every night an' they 
do't ance. / BR f | | 

Mither. Na, na, that's no what I mean, its happi- 
neſs that fouk has that's married, beſides the weari- 
ed loneſome life it I hae, lying tumbling and gaunt- 
ing in a bed my lane; O firs! but a man in a bed 


be an uſefu? body, an it were but to claw ane's back, 


as for a body's foreſide they can claw it themſel. 


- Sawny A? mither, mither, ye hae fun a ſtring a- 


gain, I think ye might a wanted a' your days when 


ye faſted ſae lang; ye hae plenty o' baith milk and 
meal, ſnuff and tobacco, but ye ſmell at the crack 


o' the whip, I kend my mither.wad ride yet; for T 
ſeen her fit wagging this lang time. | | 
MAither. A dear Sawny man, an thou were ance 


fairly aff the fodder, IIl be caſten into a hole of a 
| houſe by myſel, where P11 juſt ly and break my 


heart, and weary myſel to dead, but an I cou'd get 
a bit honeſt weaver, a cobler, or ſome auld taylor 


2 


by the tail, I wad tickle to him yet, let the country. 


claſh as they pleaſe about it. 


Sa ung 


Ie ws,” 
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Wy - Satny:. A well, a well, chen mither, take your 


ain flight; there's nae Tool to an auld fool; fof the £7 
morn I'fe be either aff or on wi' the hiſſy I hae on MN 
wen, hand. 2 | 5 e 5 | 
80 on the morning Sawny x ot a' his claiſe clean, N 


bis bair cam'd and greas'd wi butter, and his face | 
as clean as the eat had licket'i it 3 and _ he goes | 
Gngiog, 1 * 
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een I and make a plaidy; 
Tn gaun ver the moor till woo, 
Carline 1s your daughter * 


Now poor Sawny altho' he ang, was as ele as a 
8 from the grave, his face was whitly white, 
like a well-bleach'd diſn-clout, be looked juſt as he 
had been eaten and ſpued again; but at length he 
came to the bride's door, and in he goes wi' a brat- 

f Ye, crying how is x” here the day? an' what's coni'd 
'© thy mither laſſie? O Saunders ſaid the bride ſhe's 
awa' to the town, what came o' you yeſterday, ſhe 
waited on you the whole day; ye gart her loſe a 

| day's trade lad, and ſhe's away this morning, curſ- 

ing like a heathen, an” ſwearing be-go that ye hae 

3 geen her a begunk. 

| © Sawny. Adole woman, I took a ſudden blaſt i” the 

hame Zaun, an' was never ſae near dead in my life. 

An' wha think you was in company wi” Kate the 

bride; but the wee button of a taylor, who fat and 
ſewed on a table, cocking like a t d on a tren- 

- cher, but when he kend wha was com'd he leaped 
don on the floor, cuſte a daſh o' pride like a little 
bit prince, he bobet about, and ſo out he goes with 

the tear in his eye, and his tail between his feet like 

a haff worried colly-dog. 

— Now Katy do ye ken what Fam com d a- 
bout? | - Kate. 


% 
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Tate. 0 yes, my mither tell'd me, but Pm no 


teady yet, I have twa gowns to ſpin, and N to 
mak. 


Sauny Hote, things to mak, ye have as Mony | 
things as ye Il need woman, canna ye ſpin gowns 


in your ain houſe. wi me, as right as here wi) an 
53 auld girning mitber? 
Kate. But dear Saunders, ye muſt give a body 


ſome time to think on't, twad be ill far'd to rap 


together. juſt at the firſt. 
Sauny. And do ye think I have nating * 


but come here every otber day hoiting after yeu? 


it'll no do, I maun be either aff wi? you er on wi? 


you, either ell me or tak me, for I ken of ither - 


. twa, an ſome o you I will hae, for as I'm a ſinner, 


my mither is gaun to be married too, an' the can. 


get a bit man of any ſhape or trade. 

Kate, Indeed then Saunders ſince you're in ſuch 
a haſle, you muſt e' en tak them that's readieſt, for 
am no ready yet. 8 ö 

Sawny. Dow woman whan your mither anꝰ my 
mither's pleas'd, am willing to venture on ye, what 
a ſorrow ails you? . 


Kate. Na, na, Fil think on't twa or three days; | 


it's o'er lang a term to fee without a thought. 
Sawny. Wode I think ye're a cumſtrarie piece 0 


* - 
Is 


uff, it's true enough your 1 aid o? yes N 29785 


ye're no for a poor man. 
Kate And what meir ſaid ſhe o'“ me? 


Sawny. Wode ſhe ſaid you cou'd do naething but 7 


ſcure waſh mugs, an' gentlemen's bony things, but 


biſſies it is bred amang gentle houſes, minds me o- 


my mither's cat, but ye're far coſtlier to keep, for 
he cat waſtes neither ſape nor water, but ſpits in 


her lufe and waſhes ay at her face, and whins o' your: 


can do nae ither thing, and up he gets > 


Kate. O Saunders but ye be ſhort, will ye no tay = 


. till ny Ty come hame ? = Sauny + 


* 
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» hag L ſtay'd long enough for any thing I HY be 
- the better; and am no ſae {hort as your totum of a 
e. it I cau'd ſtap in my ſhoe, ſae cou'd I cen. 
| Home he goes in a paſſion, and to his bed he ran 
_— - erying, O death I:death I I thought the jade wad. 
© jumpet at me; n6 comfort nor happineſs mair for 
poor me. 0. mither- gar mak my kiſt, and gae 
bake my bufial bread,” for I'll die this night or Toon | 
the 9 But early next morning in comes auld 
Be. go his good-mither, who had left her daughter 
in tears for the ſlighting o! Sawny; and hauls him 
and his mither awa' to get a dinner o' dead fiſh, 
w bere a' was agreed upon, and the wedding to be 
upon Wedneſday ; no bridal fouks but che twa mi- | 
| thers and themſelves twa. | 
Sa according to appointment they met at Edin- 
= burgh, where Sawny got the cheap p rieſt, who 
gave them twa three words, and twa 1 lines, 
took their penny and 2 good drink, wiſh'd them 
joy and gaed his wa's. Now ſaid auld Fe. go, if that 
de your miniſter, he's but a drunken bh, mony 
a ane drinks vp a', but he leaves naething, he's got 
that penny for deil haet, ye might craket lufes on't 
mud been as well, if no better; I "have ſeen ſome _ 
| honeſt men ſay mair o'er their broſe nor what he 
"ſaid a' the gither, but an ye be pleas'd am pleas'd, 
a bout in the bed ends a', and maks firm wark4 
ſo here's to ih and] joy to the bargain, its ended 
now n wat. | 
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